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THEORY AND PRACTICE. 

[‘‘ The Government have sanctioned the teach- 
ing of swimming in Board Schools, provided the 
instruction is given on dry land.”’—Daily Paper.) 
‘“‘Morner, may I go out to swim?” 

“Oh, yes, my darling daughter ; 
Hang your clothes on a hickory limb, 

But don’t go near the water.” 


She doffed in haste her silken gown, 
And tied her tresses wavy ; 

She donned her shoes of canvas brown, 
And bathing dress of navy. 


They stretched her on the floor at 
length, 
As though it were the ocean ; ; 
They showed her how to strike with 
strength 
And set her limbs in motion. 


And then she lay upon her back, 
And carefully they taught her 

The simple but effective knack 
Of floating on the water. 





And, as a triumph crowning, 
Could (theoretically) save 


| 
S | 
She learnt to dive beneath the wave, | 
| 
| 
: 

A person who was drowning. 


In short she rescued every day 
A sister or a cousin, 

And at the annual display 
Won medals by the dozen. 


But still ambition stirred her heart ; 
An eager longing caught her ; 

She needs must try her favourite art 
For once within the water. 

Alone she sought the willowy bank, 
She gave one little shiver, 

Then plunged upon the wave and sank | 
Deep, deep, into the river. 


Then had she drowned without a doubt | 
Had not a passing stranger | 
With handy boat-hook fished her out | 
Beyond the reach of danger. | 


He chafed her fingers cold and blue 
With admirable patience, 

And finally restored her to 
Her friends and her relations. 


They heard her tale with grief and pain, 
And eagerly besought her, 

If ever she would swim again, 
To shun, like fire, the water. 








AU GRAND SERIEUX. 


Mr. Puncn’s readers will recall that 
among his recent ‘‘ Reprints’? was an 
imaginary extract from the Daily News 
of June 21, 1815, throwing doubts on 
the victory of Waterloo and contumely 
upon the Iron Duke. It is with a 
pained surprise that we find that this 
passage has been taken au pied de la 
lettre by our esteemed and naive con- 
temporary L’Indépendance Belge. From 





an article of June 20, describing a 



























































Seu PA. 


SOMETHING WRONG. 


He (musical—to hostess). 





pilgrimage to the field of Waterloo on ; ment eu l’occasion de le faire remarquer lors de la 


the anniversary of the battle, we take 
the liberty of citing the following ex-| 
quisite passage : 

**Silencieusement, nous prenons le chemin du | 
Lion. Tout en marchant, |’éternelle question des 
Belges 4 Waterloo est soulevée une fois de plus par 
certains excursionnistes, que de controverses ! | 
Que d’avis divers! Et pour mettre tout le monde 
d’accord, nous tirons de notre portefeuille une | 
coupure de journal anglais, que nous traduisons et 
dont voici le texte, reproduit récemment par un 
grand quotidien (sic) de Londres: ” } 

Here follows a portion of Mr. Punch’s 
‘* Reprint,” translated literatim :— 

“* Daily News du 21 juin 1815.—Quoique les 
rapports officiels annoncent une grande victoire 
des forces alliées 4 Waterloo, il saute aux yeux de 
qui sait lire entre les lignes que I'action a été 
indécise et codteuse. Comme nous avons constam- 


] 
} 


uerre de la Péninsule, le duc de 
' ’ 
| 


ELLINGTON 
n'est pas un stratégiste ; et si ce n’eut été I’ héroique 
bravoure des Belges, l’armée anglaise aurait été 
annihilée par les Frangais. 

“Ce passage parait convaincre tout le monde. 

“Mais celui-ci, emprunté au méme journal, 
méme date, méme article, souléve des exclama- 
tions. On verra, en eftet, que le Military-Critic 
du Daily News était un bonapartiste non die- 
simulé : ” 


Here follows another portion of Mr. 
Punceh’s ** Reprint ’’ :— 


“ Puisque nous estimons que la campagne actuel'e 
est un crime, et que la soumission temporaire A 
Napoléon aurait sauvé le pays d’une incalculable 
misére, nous ne cachons pas notre chagrin d‘ap- 
prendre que notre commandant en chef a échappé 
a un désastre bien mérité, Quant a la défaite ae 
la vieille garde—sapristi! nous refusons catégorique- 
ment d’y croire.”’ 





VOL, CXXII, 





‘‘[ HOPE YOU WILL EXCUSE MY GIVING A HUMOROUS SKRTCH 
TO-NIGHT. I’M SORRY TO DISAPPOINT YOU, BUT I—I FEEL so—so FUNNY!” 











— 
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HIGHWAYS 
IV. 

Tue rubicund man in the open-work 
boots in the opposite corner is in a 
confidential mood. He has just joined 
us at Reading—hitherto we have had 
the compartment to ourselves —- and, 
having deposited a greasy parcel on the 
seat beside him, lights a clay pipe and 
looks towards us with an ominous 
geniality. I bury myself in an evening 
paper. Fercuson glares sternly at the 
opposite wall; he is in a bad temper, 
for he has just seen St. Valentine’s caught 
in the Gut, after giving me two to one 
this morning on the way up in the train 
that they would make their bump. 

‘**Come from Oxford, gen’lemen ?”’ 

Fercuson says nothing. I give acurt 
assent without looking up from my paper. 

*“*T’m an Oxford man myself, gen’le- 
men.” 

We make no response. 

**Don’t misunderstand me, Sir,”’ ex- 
plains the rubicund man, “I don’t 
mean that I was at any of the gents’ 
colleges. You mustn't think thet.’ 
(We had made no such mistake.) ‘I 
mean I was born in Oxford, gen’lemen.”’ 

There is a pause. 

“I’m livin’ in London nar,”’ he con- 
tinues—‘‘dahn the ’Arrer Road ; been in 
London sinceI wasanipper. I’ve just 
been to Readin’ to see my ole mother.”’ 

I am weak enough to say ‘‘ Indeed.” 

** Yuss,”’ he holds on cheerfully, 
“‘she ’s been porely. Very nearly lost 
‘er last week. She’s all right nar, 
though—right as rain. Don’t you fret.”’ 

I murmur a brief congratulation. 
The rubicund man seems piqued at the 
silence of Fercuson. He now addresses 
him pointedly. 

‘* Lose yer mother,”’ he remarks with 
a beaming smile, ‘‘an’ yer lose yer 
right arm.” 

Fercuson is not to be moved. The 
rubicund man turns to me. 

** True, ain’t it?’’ he queries. 

I nod and become absorbed in my 
paper. I feel that our fellow-passenger 
must not be given further encourage- 
ment. 

He now tries another tack. 

“Test Match ‘Il be orl right, won't 
it?” 

This time I take no notice at all. 

Silence ensues. It is a long time 
before I dare look up over the corner 
of my paper. ‘The rubicund man has 
removed his hat and is dozing in his 
corner. I venture to enter into con- 
versation with Fercuson. There is no 
change in the situation till the train 
stops at Ealing. Then the rubicund 
man wakes up, produces a bottle from 
his breast- pocket and offers it to 
Ferauson, then to me. 

We decline, and the train moves on 


AND BYWAYS. 
-Tue Inpia-rupper Man. 





again. The rubicund man refreshes 
himself and relights his pipe. Fercauson 
and I continue our conversation. Ferr- 
Guson’s remarks upon the subject of 
the St. Valentine’s cox getting the rudder 
lines crossed at the start are such that 
I will not sully my lips by repeating 


them. I venture to suggest that the 
crew themselves were a poor lot. A 


heated argument follows. 

** Gen’lemen.”’ 

It is the rubicund man again. 
continue our argument. 

‘*Gen’lemen! Would yer like ter 
see the injer-rubber man ?”’ 

Fercuson darts a stern glance at him, 
and continues to demonstrate that, bar 
the cox, St. Valentine’s are the best crew 
on the river this year. 

The rubicund man leans towards us 
and addresses himself to FEercuson in a 
louder tone. 

“Sirs! Do yer wanter see the injer- 
rubber man ?”’ 

Ferevuson breaks off his argument 
abruptly. 

** No,” he replies coldly, ‘‘ we don’t.” 

The discomfiture of the rubicund man 
is pathetic. He sinks back into his 
corner again and broods. It seems 
that his trump card has been played in 
vain. Ferrcuson turns to me and con- 
tinues his argument. I watch the 
rubicund man. His feelings have been 
so obviously hurt, I cannot help being 
sorry for him. Suddenly his melan- 
choly is dispelled, and a smile of en- 
lightenment breaks over his face. He 
rises, and making his way over to our 
corner stands over Frercuson, steadying 
himself with a hand on the rack. 

“Train’s makin’ sich a noise,” he 
explains, “yer couldn’t ‘ear what I 
said. I said—do yer wanter see the 
injer-rubber man ?”’ 

Fercuson turns, and looks him full 
in the face. 

‘*No,”’ he replies in tones that are 
painfully distinct, ‘‘ we don’t.” 

This is really a pitiless blow. The 
rubicund man gropes his way back to 
his corner and sits down again. The 
dumb misery of his expression cuts me 
to the heart. I find myself ashamed at 
the inhumanity of Fercuson. I strive 
to direct, undetected by Fercuson, a 
look of sympathetic interest towards 
the other corner. The rubicund man 
sits gazing despondently before him, a 
broken man. ‘The train begins to slow 
down before entering Westbourne Park. 
Suddenly he revives again. He looks 
across at us, then rises to his feet and 
begins to take off his coat. 

** Doesn’t matter,’’ he remarks cheer- 
fully, ‘‘I’ll show ‘im to yer all the 
sime. The ’Uman Pincushin.”’ 

“T tell you we don’t want to see,” 
says Fercuson. 

The rubicund man disregards this, 


We 





and rolls up his shirt-sleeve. The train 
has drawn up at the platform. 

‘“‘Narthen,” he observes, moving over 
to our corner and holding out a not very 
clean arm, ‘‘ you can stick as many pins 
or needles as yer like inter thet.” 

“Oh, go away!” cries FeErcusoy 
roughly. ‘‘I’ve seen that millions of 
times. Anybody can do it.”’ 

The rubicund man regards him sadly, 
then offers him a pin. 

“Stick one in, 
‘anywhere yer like. 
yer any money fer it.”’ 

Fercuson harshly declines the invita- 
tion. I cannot bring myself to accept. 

‘““Any plice yer like,’ repeats the 
rubicund man seductively, ‘‘ tenderest 
spots in the body.”’ And then sud- 
denly sits down. 

‘Sole o’ the foot,” he observes joy- 
fully, and hastily begins to remove a 
fragmentary boot. 

‘**Look here, confound you ” De- 
gins Fercvuson loudly, when he is 
interrupted by the entrance of the 
ticket collector. He takes our tickets 
and waits impassively while the rubi- 
cund man, coatless, and with his boot 
half off, fumbles in his pocket. 
Eventually the ticket is found and 
handed up. 


ah ” 


Sir, he pleads, 
I ’m not chargin’ 





** Westbourne Park?’’ queries the | 


conductor. ‘‘ Here you are—train ’s 
just going on.” 

The collector leaves the compartment 
briskly. The rubicund man rises slowly 
and picks up his coat and the greasy 
parcel. The engine whistles, and the 
rubicund man limps hastily out on to 
the platform. The train moves on, and 
the last I see of him is on a seat, with 
his coat and the greasy parcel on the 


ground in front of him, sadly pulling 


on his boot again. 





“*EVERYMAN’ IN HIS HUMOURS.” 


Ir may be that the Morality Play 
called Everyman will have been with- 
drawn from the boards of the Imperial 
Theatre before this brief notice of it 
sees the light of a matinée. Mr. Ben 
Greet deserves well of all who have 
at heart the best interests of the 


Drama in having unearthed this 
quaintly-devised and truly touching 
piece (from which illiterate Jony 


BunyaN, two centuries or more—for 
the date of Everyman is uncertain— 
later, must surely have taken some 
hints for his Pilgrim’s Progress) and 
boldly placed it on the stage. How 
fortunate is Mr. Bex Greer in having 
found so good a company to play the 
old-world characters, and to have 
obtained so conscientious an artiste, 
and one so peculiarly suited to this 
same part of Everyman,as is Miss WYNNE 
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AT THE ZOO. 


Little Girl (after seeing many queer beasts), ‘‘ BUT THERE AREN’S REALLY SUCH ANIMAS, NURSE, ARE THERE?” 








MatHEson, whose name is absent from the programme, which 
indeed makes no mention of any of the actors or actresses. Nor 
does it give the names of the two Beefeaters or Yeomen of the 
Guard who, standing left and right of the proscenium, halbert 
in hand, do motionless sentry-duty during the hour-and-a- 
half’s performance. Their presence is distracting, especially 
to those among the audience who have a keen appreciation 
of humour, and to whose memory is forcibly recalled that 
scene in The Critie where the Halberdier, throwing off his 
disguise, appears as somebody else, exclaiming,— 
“‘Am I a Beefeater now?” 


But as this pair never do anything except keep awake, in 
which they triumph over nature, surely they might be 
dismissed within the first quarter of an hour of the play, to 
return when the Doctor pronounces the epilogue; or, in 
their temporary absence, their places might be taken by 
two wax-work figures, who would come to “ relieve guard.” 
So with Hearty Ben-Greeting we sincerely commend this 
performance of Everyman to Everyman and Everywoman 
too. 





A HINT FROM THE SULTAN. 


(“ Henceforth no more books are to be published in Turkey, the SuLTAN 
having so decreed by special Iradé. This, at least, is the report which has 
reached Vienna from Constantinople. 

It is further stated that the men formerly employed in the publishing 
business are now engaged as detectives in the political police force. 

Daily Paper.) 
Styce Asput the Tremendous has issued his command 


That no new books shall see the sun in his Delightful 
Land, 





It’s surely quite permissible for us to follow suit, 
And extirpate our publishers and authors, branch and root. 


Just think of the sensation—“ our Fathers of the Row’”’ 
Compelled by absolute decrees to shut u o shop and go; 
Think of the pain of Pmyxer, of A. P. Warr the pique, 
The speechlessness of Suorrer, his subjects all to seek ! 


And yet on calm reflection it’s very plain to see 

The country need not suffer, but should the better be, 
Tf all this mass of talent, of enterprise and force 
Could merely be diverted into a nobler course. 


For Hore would take to politics, in which he’s sure to 
shine, 

And Barrie pioneer a new tobacconist Combine, 

Weis would succeed his namesake in the London Fire 
Brigade, 

And Siwvey Lee pursue with glee the Bacon-curing trade. 


Hawt Carne would deal in butter, for never yet was seen 

So talented a ladler-out of moral margarine, 

And Harmsworts run a private school for reigning monarchs’ 
heirs 

With autocars for autocrats (no extra for repairs). 


The care of Scotland Yard of course to Conan DoyLe would 


89, 
And Lana would take his cleek in hand and flourish as a 
Kretine would play the banjo at Henley and at Cowes, 

And Austin peddle one by one the laurels from his brows. 
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SAXON GRACE. 


[‘‘ It is a question whether the suggested aboli- 
tion of Greek as an obligatory subject for Responsions 
will be a convenience cven to the scientific man, 
for whom an elementary knowledge of the classical 
tongues is almost neceseary. We are reminded of 
Mr. Hernert Spencer’s admission that ‘stick- 
togetheration’ and ‘allalikeness’ are but clumsy 
substitutes for their classical equivalents.”—Daily 


Paper.) 

O scientiFic Britain, 
How long wilt weakly cast 

Thine eye o’er tomes half written 
In language of the past ? 

How long wilt sadly hammer 

At Greek and Latin grammar 

That thou may’st learn to stammer 
These six-foot words at last ? 


Down, down with Greek and Latin, 
And in the honoured throne 
Which they so long have sat in 
Let Saxon reign alone— 
Th> tcngue wherein one traces 
No blemish that debases 
Those literary graces 
She only calls her own. 


Abolish barbarisms, 
Nor struggle to express 
In clumsy classicisms 
A meaning few can guess. 
Instead of “ integration ”’ 
Say “‘ sticktogetheration,”’ 
Instead of ‘ granulation ”’ 
Say “‘ powdermakingness ! ”’ 
What! Must we dig in fusty 
Dead tongues long past away, 
To find a worn-out, musty 
Old word like “‘ atom,” eh ? 
Let ’s say, with glib facility, 
An “ uncutupability,” 
And talk of “ volatility” 
As “‘ powertoflyaway.”” 





A PAPER GOVERNMENT. 


*Parpon me, Sir,”’ he said, breath- 
lessly, ‘‘ pardon this liberty on the part 
of a perfect stranger—you may be 
surprised 

I was surprised, and I said so. For 
when on a railway journey you offer a 
newspaper to a fellow passenger, he 
does not, generally inaihing, give a 
piercing yell, tear the paper in half, 
and fling it out of the window. Besides, 
the Powder-Puff—I had bought it to 
take home to my wife—is a journal of 
almost ostentatious refinement, written 
by ladies for ladies. I asked—with a 
hand close to the alarm button—for 
explanations. 

“Sir,” he replied, ‘‘that accursed 
print you offered me has ruined my life. 
Some months ago I chanced to open a 
number of the Powder-Puf at a Mook 
stall. My eye fell on an article headed 
‘How to Dress like a Duchess on £10 a 
year.’ It seemed just the thing for my 
wife, who, between ourselves, is a bit 
extravagant over her millinery. She 


was delighted with it; in fact, I had to 
call next morning at the office, and pay 
a year’s subscription in advance. If 
you do that, besides the paper itself, 
they give you six votes for an Asylum 
for Imbecile Orphans, which, of course, 
is an immense advantage. Next Thurs- 
day the Powder-Puff arrived—it’s done 
so once a week ever since—and I’m a} 
ruined man!” I made some remark! Yet while this Congress ruthlessly 
about exaggeration. | Its ill effects expounds, 

‘* Exaggeration?”’ he shouted, ‘‘ ex-| The cradle’s fall at least will be 
aggeration? How would you like it; On hygienic grounds. 
yourself? Who do you suppose rules | 
my household—rules it with a rod of| 
iron? No, not I, nor my wife, nor| 
even her relations, but a blatant, loath- | 
some, anonymous journalist, skulking in | 
the Powder-Puff Office! It began with 
the food. Instead of the decent dinners | to partake of a banquet provided by 
my wife used to give me, we have|her Queen, who will at the same time 
nothing but abominable recipes taken | decorate her with a medal struck in 
from the ‘Succulent Suppers’ column. | honour of the event. 

Then it went on to the library-list. 1 y) would strongly recommend you 
wife won't have anything except what | Madam to ask yourself the following 
‘Cultivated Critic’ recommends. Soj| -j. 7? | . _ 6 
the only novels I see nowadays are| 2 ig aye 


1. Is my conduct with regard to 
|those published at the Powder-Puf | Mary 8 ay is likely to be discussed 


LETTING IT DOWN GENTLY. 


[‘* A Mother’s Congress has declared against cradles 
on hygienic grounde.”’— Evening Paper.} 
Once mothers babes with ‘‘ hush-a-by ” 

To cradled sleep would woo ; 
But now in the maternal eye 
The cradle is taboo. 








ADVICE TO THE MISSUS. 


Dear Mapam, — Your own general 
servant, together with 9,999 members 
of her profession, has been invited 





_ —— i P a | with approval by ten thousand general 
ce eee, =| a ‘ | servants ? 
jthe garden. The Powder-Puff re- 2 Do I a 


: sufficiently 
|marked one day that the fashionable ; . . < 

- . at the fashionable |Mary’s mind, owing to the _ blessed 
flower this year is Deinosophorus| ' 


lng: ; +7, | Spread of education, is doubtless stored 

Major, or some such name. If you ’ll| -*. - f . ad 

believe ma. aoe tile secnenile ino | with information concerning the most 
et pdene, ees gee. & UP! recent discoveries in physics, botany, 

all our roses and geraniums, and planted . ae .§ << E 

Deinosophorus everywhere. Afterwards | medicine, astronomy, &c. : 

rs Sean ers that it EN be en | 3. Am I competent to converse intelli- 

Accom : grown | gently with Mary on these topics ? 


in tropical hothouses. Then my choice | 4. Do I acknowledge that it must be 
. : . ; au 7 Ls 
| was given me between some vile stuff | . ea is to her higher mental 
« a 


; . la 
called ‘ Miacs’ Magnificent Mixture’ < . : 
Bh gnificent Mixture and | culture to be continually harping on 


| no acco at all. Powder-P again, | . . 
of yr oe Oy = os “4 ps, in -ee such subjects as broken china, burnt 
se. ‘ « -Smoker. | ° : : 
P tee orridge, and etting u in the 
nowadays. The children have joined | P — 8 hited 
is CE: Mined? Cieeien® + - | morning ? 
See ee eo ee fo el 6 Bod bnew the meming dé OFS, 
connection with the paper, and are} MA.BYS. SP.CS.? 
. * au. . . «KO. wD. . tWe e 
advised by its conductor—through the | 6 When visited by delegates of the 
correspondence column, with names ¢ : rs . : 
pre eee ae Am he aut angen and | above Societies, do I welcome them 
with yt brutal and uncultivated | With fervour, and see to it afterwards 
9G : that Mary punctually attends ail the 


father as patiently as they can. Now| classes and meetings to which those 
I’ve got a brief holiday. I had hoped | Saiien tendihn thew? 
to spend it in Scotland. But the| “,— ¢ 


Powder-Puff recommends a certain set | 1, De 5 cideiy  Sileve ng 
of lodgings at Sloppington-on-Sea, ed however healthy in appearance, Mary is 
I'm on my way to engage them—at a| suffering from anemia and is under 

a +> | Strict orders from her doctor to take 
fancy price. Before long—— 


At this moment the train stopped | plenty of nourishing food—to sbetain 
and I hastily changed carriages. ’| from the slightest exertion indoors, but 
P : a | to have daily exercise in the open air? 
| _ 8. Do I loyally help Mary to obey 
“THEY MANAGE THESE THINGS BSTTER IN | these orders, even furnishing the 
France.’’—The River Steamboat service. | kitchen with an armchair, in case she 
Compare Parisian boats on the Seine | should feel inclined for repose after the 
with . . . . but the comparison is im-|‘‘ nourishing food ?”’ 
possible, there being no steam-boat ser-| 9. Am I a firm believer in Mary’s 
vice at all on the Thames. And what a| soldier cousin ? 
chance has been lost this year, which I am, Madam, 
would have been just the very time for Your sincere well-wisher, 
making a number of new piers! PuNcu. 
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MR. PUNCH’S NOTES AND 
QUERIES. 


(A Peep into the Future.) 


v. 

Stoe Grv (30th S. viii. 377).—I find no 
attempt in Skeat to explain this curious 
phrase, which constantly occurs in 
connection with the hebdomadal recrea- 
tions of Parliamentary representatives 
at the close of the nineteenth century. 
The locus classicus is to be found ina 
contemporary print, which states that 
‘“Mr. Batrour was in excellent form 
during his visit to Littlestone.’’ On 
being asked by an interviewer to what 
he attributed his success he laughingly 
replied, ‘‘ Abstinence from sloe gin!”’ 
Mr. Batrour, a distinguished athlete, 
seems to have been in the habit of 
frequenting Littlestone for the purpose 
of indulging in some occult species of 
ball game, presumably of Scottish 
origin, as Mr. Batrour was from beyond 
the Border. ‘‘Sloe Gin,’ then, is pro- 
bably a Southern corruption of ‘‘Slogan,”’ 
i.e., the war-cry or shout raised by 
excited players. Others identify the 
phrase with some implement used in 
the game, the word “gin” being used 
in the sense of ‘‘trap”’ (cf. trap, bat 
and ball), while Professor Dewar, of 
Perth, holds that the phrase should be 
written ‘‘Slow Gin,” i.e., a spirit the 
effects of which were subtle and linger- 
ing (ef. ‘‘ Forty rod whiskey’). 

H. Craik. 

Haske. Batt (30th S. viii. 551).—The 
ordinary explanation of ‘‘ Haskell Ball”’ 
is, [ know, that it is a proper name, 
and that Haskett Batt was a brother of 
a fire-eating Yeomanry officer named 
Jounxy Baty, of Hoylake, who was fre- 
quently prosecuted for assaulting a 
harmless and helpless old veteran named 
Colonel Bocry. Plausible as this theory 
undoubtedly is, I cannot help feeling it 
to be insufficiently supported by con- 
temporary evidence. For my own part 
I feel convinced that ‘‘Haskell”’ is 
merely a corruption of ‘ Ask-all,’’ and 
that the ‘‘ Ask-all Ball’’ was a species 
of entertainment organised on an 
extremely democratic basis. I am con- 
firmed in this view by the fact that a 
certain writer named Horace Hutcutnson 
speaks of a Haskell , Ball as _ being 
‘difficult to control,’ and ‘‘ uncom- 
monly lively.”” The Haskell Ball was 
apparently first started in America—(cf. 
“* Bradley-Martin Ball ’’). 

A. F. MaoF. 


Like as WE Lie (30th S. viii. 66).—The 
clue to this enigmatical phrase, which 
attained a wide currency at the begin- 
ning of the twentieth century, is pro- 
bably to be found in that economy 
which is so characteristic a trait of the 
people amongst whom it had its birth. 





Tike NAY 


fe 


vA 1Jo2r 





‘‘ WHAT D'YER CALL THE NEW Basy, AURELIA!” 


** Peace!” 





It is, I feel convinced, an elliptical 
expression to be completed in some 
such form as ‘‘ (Nobody can lie) like 
as we lie,” and seems to have been 
adopted as a¥sort of watchword by a 
Guild or Company which had its head- 
quarters at St. Andrews. The falsifica- 
tion of their accounts was so common a 
practice that no discredit seems to have 
attached to it, the phrase “‘a good lie”’ 





conveying no discredit, but rather the 
reverse, to the perpetrator. 
W. A. Kyiear. 





Tae Lanpor LANDED ?—Reflections on 
a certain. in-and-out runner by the 
ghost of W. 8S. L. (quoting himself) :— 
“‘Ah! what avails the Sceptred race ? 
Ah! what the form divine?” 
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THE PLAINT OF THE LOYAL BARD. 

[Sir Donatp Mackenzie WALLAcz, in his record of the cruise of the 
Ophir, describes the frequency with which, in political tributes to the 
Royal visitors, ‘‘ Prince” was made to rhyme with “ evince.”’] 

THE premium on a princely rank is patent to the eye ; 

You ‘re envied in your lifetime, and belauded when you die ; 
But it has its disadvantages, and none of them is worse 
Than the scanty scope it offers to practitioners in verse. 


There are rhymes in great profusion for the troubadour to 
slin 

If he’s called upon to celebrate the virtues of a King 

(I own it’s hard to find a word to fraternise with Duke 

Excepting the uncompromising term of Mameluke) ; 


But the worst of all the problems that confronts the rhyming 
crew 

Ts the one Mackenzie Wat.ace has unfolded to our view ; 

Viz., you never can appropriately eulogise a Prince 

Without at last resorting to the awful verb “ evince.” 


The available alternatives are little better, since 

You can’t express your loyalty by lugging in a quince ; 
And thus, although the operation causes you to wince, 
You ’re ultimately driven your devotion to evince. 


The moral of this story is approximately clear ; 
Don’t reject a decoration, don’t refuse to be a peer ; 
But in fixing on a title pray exhibit some regard 
For the metrical requirements of the patriotic bard. 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Mr. Iwan-Miuier confesses that the bulky volume he 
entitles Lord Milner in South Africa (HEmNEmANN) contains 
only about two-thirds of what he has actually written. 
For this my Baronite offers thanks, and is disposed to 
hint that further compression would not have decreased 
the value of the book. A peculiarity of it is that, whilst 
it is entitled Lord Milner in South Africa, we do not 
approach Lord Miner till page 429 is reached. Even then 

e author goes off at a tangent, leaving Lord MILNER waiting 
to be called for later in the course of the remaining 300 

. Mr. Iwax-Mi.uer’s ——- colossal, his accumu- 
fotson of detail overwhelming. He has apparently read every 
Blue Book and despatch connected with South Africa since, 
in 1815, the affair of Slagter’s Nek. From these, and even 
from newspapers, he quotes liberally, amassing a wealth of 
information for the patient reader. Nowhere else will the 
student of the history of South Africa find in fuller or more 
convenient form the raw material upon which opinion may 
be formed or history written. 

The Mechanism of War (Biackwoop), the latest contribution 
of “‘ Lovesman ”’ to the illumination of the campaign in South 
Africa now really over, is not the least valuable of the series. 
Having, as Lord Rosesery puts it, muddled through some- 
how, we find a painful interest in looking back, and, guided 
by an expert, discovering why we were so long about it, 
and why more than once we escaped final disaster. ‘‘ Never,”’ 
writes ‘‘ Lixesman,” “‘ was greater military talent in conjunc- 
tion with greater military ignorance, never were the poten- 
tialities of genius more trammelled by the clinging wheels of 

fessicnal ineptitude than in the early days of the con- 
Rice.” He applauds the British officer, whom he has seen in 
the field, al grows almost ecstatic over the patience, the 
courage, and the endurance of the private soldier. He 
restrains himself when he comes: to allude to gentlemen 
highly placei in Pall Mall. The moral of the campaign is 
net ‘orth in a sentence. ‘‘ We had no troops, no tactics, no 





Mounted Infantry, no Staff, no sense, at the beginning of the 
war; we had them all in serviceable quantities before the 
war was half-way over.... An officer who has survived 
two years in South Africa is the most accomplished and 
resourceful leader of men in existence, for upon the founda- 
tion of his own unrivalled natural capacity for war has 
been imposed a course of instruction as perfect as its pupil.” 
That is encouraging. But a terrible price has been paid for 
the lesson. As ‘‘ LinesMaN”’ says, it is wasteful, expensive 
work, trusting to the day of the race to train the horse. 

_The other day the Baron had the pleasure of giving to 
his readers an extract from the New Opera Glass, by Fr. 
Cuartey, describing the plot of The Merry Wives. Here is 
another from the same amusing and interesting work. It is 
@ concise account of the plot of Turandot, by THropatp 
ReHBAUM :— 

** Kalaf, Prince of Assam has leaved his fatherland ; after the death of his 
father, a relates has takes possess of the throne. He intended to enter in 
service of the prince of Kaschmir. Coming to the castel, ne is recognised 
from the gardener, but he do’nt like to be known him. He has saved the 
prince his life justly, but is gone away not awaiting the thanks, 

“* Both leaves the stage. 

“Now Turandet, oa of the prince of Kaschmir, is carry on the : 
also the parrot is brought, which Kalaf had catched. Turandot and 
falling in love — Kalaf does choose a favor; he beggs to can loose 
the riddle Turandot. All are astonished, Turandot herselves, who may save 
the live of the stranger; but Kalaf remains on his desire. 

‘Second act: Turandot is happy: Kalaf has loosed all her riddle and she 
— now to get him als bridegroom but Kalaf gives non himself such a 
riddle, which to loose Turandot, to tell him his name and his native. 
But she is sorry, she can not find out the right name and so she is loosing all 
hopes ; all troubles are vainless. Till, at last, she heard the name: Achmed 
of Samarkand. But this is not the right name: Great meeting. Turandot 
is greeting as Prince Achmed of Samarkand, but must hear from him, that 
this is not the right name. In a humble manner she say, that Kalaf must be 
her Master and commander and that a hearth that deeply loves, much better 
is, than humour and mind. 

“ Turandot and Kalaf have found to another and enjoyment is everywhere.” 


And certainly enjoyment is here for all the readers to whom 
this excerpt is presented by the considerate 
Baron ve B.-W. 





A PRETTY PLAY. 


THE most originally schemed-out and wittily written pieces 
will “gang aglee”’ as well as do Mice and Men, unless they have 
the most skilful interpreters. Now this piece of MADELEINE | 
Lucetre Ry.ey’s, ing little pretension to being either 
“most original ’’ in its design or particularly brilliant in its 
dialogue, has achieved success entirely through the skill of 
the interpretation given to it by Miss Gertrrupe ELviort as 
Peggy and Mr. Forses Rosertson as Mark Embury. On 
these two mainly depends its success; and the greater 
responsibility falls to Miss Gertrupe Exuiotr, whose Peggy 
is a delicious impersonation. There is not any t tax on 
Mr. Forses Rosertson’s dramatic force in the Sheneter he 
has elected to pourtray, but he plays it most artistically, with 
great reserve, and, despite the meagreness of plot, the self- 
sacrifice involved in his part wins for it the entire sympathy 
of the audience. 

Mr. Wituiam Farren, Junior, as Peter Embury’s crabbed 
old man-servant, gives a capital character sketch; and Mr. 
Ben WesstTER is the light bo airy gallant, whose conversion 
to the moral proprieties of life is partly due to his love at 
first sight for Peggy, and partly to his being evidently a 
“* good fellow at heart.” 

iss Mary Rorke makes the most of the excellent though 
over-fond and foolish Mrs. Deborah, and Mr. Lurea1 LaBLacHE, 
in spite of his Italian name ever associ with song and 
opera, gives us, in his rendering of Roger Goodlake, an 
amusing variant of the Dolly Spanker order of country squire 
(2 squire of Dames with the second vowel omitted), period 
1786—when it seems pure Scotch as a language was in 
considerable vogue in the regions about ‘“‘ Old Hampstead.” 
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COMMON OBJECTS OF THE SEA SHORE. 


First Seaside Saddle Polisher. ‘‘ Wort CHEER, ’ARRY! "OW ARE YER GETTIN’ ON?” 
’Arry. ‘‘ FIRST-RATE, OLD PAL, ONLY THIS—BEGGAR ALWAYS—BUMPS—AT THE WRONG—TIME !” 








** BOUDICCA.” 


[The Highways Committee of the London County Council report that the 
placing in position on the Victoria Embankment of the Boadicea statuary 
up, by the late Mr. Tuomas TuHornycrort, and presented to the 
uncil by his son, Mr. J. I, THoRNycRort, is nearly completed. One of 
the three inscriptions recommended by the Committee, which are to be placed 
en the pedestal, is as follows: ‘‘ Boapicea (Boupicca), Queen of the Iceni, 
who died a.p 61, after leading her people against the Roman invader.”’} 


.) 


Haptess, heroic Queen of the Iceni, 

Welcome again to what you knew as “ Llyndin,” 

Where we shall meet you (better late than never !) 
On the Embankment ! 


Long have we known and handed on your story, 
How for revenge each Roman camp you harried, 
Camalodunum, Verulam, Augusta, 

Briefly victorious. 


Down through the ages schoolboy after schoolboy, 
Following blindly pedagogue and poet, 
(So we are learning) carefully miscalled you 

** BoaDICea.””’ 


Now they know better in the County Council 

On the Committee of the London Highways ; 

See how they try to rehabilitate you 
Centuries after ! 


’Tis as ‘‘ Boupioca ’’ Cockneys are to know you, 

Wife of Prastracus, who eighteen hundred 

Years (and some over) have unduly waited 
Since your last advent. 





Probably, when your Masesty was brought up 

*Mid the primeval fastnesses of Suffolk, 

Writing, among the various arts you practised, 
Wasn't included. 


But the precise and learned City Fathers 

Haven’t yet floored all subtleties of spelling ; 

How to pronounce ‘‘ Boupicca,”’ they ‘ve omitted 
Footnote or something. 

Is it Boodicca, or, instead, Boughdicca ? 

Westminster pauses for some further brackets 

Neath her new statue—meanwhile, we ’re content with 
** Boapicea ! ”” 





FALSTAFFIAN. 

In Our Representative’s recent notice of The Merry Wives 
at the Haymarket there is one notable point omitted. Mr. 
Tree as Falstaff makes his first entrance on the scene, 
mounted. Falstaff must have weighed considerably over 
twenty stone. Good. You can’t give such a rider a “‘ service- 
able cob, up to weight.”” No; only a strong, Normandy 
dray-horse could have been up to his weight; and the 
‘*‘ bearer of the burden ”’ is not such a quadruped. 

Now, when writing this Postscriptum, Our Representative 
does not for one moment think it will have the slightest 
weight with the already over-burdened Manager, who, what 
with his padding and his nightly receipts, must have very 
sufficient reasons for ‘ leaving well alone,’’ but ‘ liberavit 
animam suam,” and so with quieted conscience he hopes 
yet again to behold the two merriest of Merry Wives, with 
the spreading Tree and the ever mountin’ Ascur. 




















| light opera. 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 


Saturday, June 14.—Production of Donizetti's delightful 
comic opera, L’Elisir d’Amore. Should it be given again 
this season Mr. Punch’s Operatic Representative strongly 
advises everyone, be their musical proclivities what they | 
may, not to miss the chance of enjoying this sweetly- 
melodious and, in its simple action, ticklingly-humorous 





Some there are still ‘“‘here below,” in the Covent 
Garden stalls, who may have heard Roncont in the 
character of the universal drug-provider, but few, if any, 
are there now, in any part of the house, who can remem-| 
ber having seen this opera with the cast as I have it before 
me in an old copy—‘ Price Two Shiilings. Entered at 


| Stationers’ Hall. Printed and Sold by G. Stuart, 15, Archer 


Street, Haymarket’’—but alas! undated, wherein appear 


| Madame Persiant as Adina, Signor Mario as Nemorino, 
| Signor Tampurint as Belcore, and the part of Duleamara, 








‘**a Medical Mountebank,”’ played, as I have always heard 
it said, inimitably, by the great Signor Lapiacue, one of 
the very few who, had Nicotar’s Merry Wives been written 
in his time, could have played Sir John Falstaff without | 
padding. 

Of course, its style in form and finals of duets and con- 
certed pieces is undeniably ‘‘ old-fashioned ;*’ but to simple 
folk this opera is a real rural treat. It is now represented 
in three Acts, of which the first ends with the familiar duet 
** Obbligato ! Obbligato!”’ capitally sung and acted by Signor 
Caruso as Nemorino, and Pixt Corst as Duleamara. The 
second Act, finishing with the quintette and full chorus, 
raised the enthusiasm of the audience to the very highest | 
operatic pitch. 

Mile. Recixa Pacrsi sang perfectly as the heroine, and acted 
charmingly. In her final song Mlle. Regina introduced some 
vocal pyrotechnic displays from Puritani which took the | 
house by storm. Honours easy to Mile. Recina (once more | 
‘(Queen of our hearts to-night !’’) and to sweet-voiced tenor | 
(occasionally robusto) Signor Caruso, whose Nemorino is in| 
every respect excellent. He sings perfeetly ; and plays the | 
part seriously. He has only one bottle of Elixir, he ought 
to have half-a-dozen. Signor Scott was well up to the re- 
quired military operatic standard as ‘“‘The dashing white 
Sergeant,’’ who, though an impulsive and ardent lover, yet 
means to deal honestly with the girl. Encores “‘ taken and 
offered.’”” Mawnornetut ‘ called ’”’ and heartily greeted. 

[t is a very pretty rustic scene in which the entire action 
takes place. Dr. Duleamara’s one-horse car has possibly 
been modelled by the ingenious property-man on a certain 
well-known gorgeous chariot which flashes about the streets 
of London as an advertisement for something or other ; just 
the very brilliant equipage that Dr. Dulcamara himself 
would have selected. Signor Pri Corst, playing the “‘ Medi- 
cal Mountebank’’ with considerable sly humour, misses 
the assumption of dignity absolutely essential to this 
imposing character. His very gaiety with the paysannes 
should be patronising. Duleamara’s professional manner 
(and except in confidential asides to the audience he never 
loses it) should always be that of a superior person who 
says, as did Mr. Wuistter on a celebrated occasion, ‘‘ Il am 
not arguing, I’m telling you.” 

And the chorus! Sure such unanimity was never seen 
in any village! How sweet a thing it is to consider these 
gossiping ladies of all ages, sizes, and varied attractions 
living together in such perfect harmony under the ruling 
baton of one Man-cinelli. 





Tuesday, June 17.—Full house (of course) to hear Metba 
as Juliette. Mme. Metna shared the honours (taking the 


excellent as Mercutio, and M. PLancon impressive as ever as 
the philosophic, herbalistic Friar, who considers all flesh as 
grass, himself remaining as fresh and as green as ever. A 
better Stephano than Mlle. Mavnoura it is quite possible to 
imagine, but she was not without her admirers in a house 
where everyone is entitled to express freely individual 
opinion by a show of hands. Chorus good throughout. 

W ednesday, June 18, Carmen.—Catvé as Carmen! Let 
that suffice as a big big attraction whenever the affche 
is made. Who knows not Catvé’s Carmen does not Carmen 
know ! 

Not another Carmen to equal her, in acting at least. 
Such abandonment, such diabolical coquetry, such grace 
of action, such superb defiance, and in her death scene, O 
what a fall is there! Not absolutely perfect in singing, it 
may be, but with such a splendidly capricious Carmen, even 
Maitre Bizet lui-méme would be “ kind toa fault.’”” M. Mart- 
CHAL was the novelty in Don José, singing well, but over- 
acting. Suzanne Apams delightful as the innocent Micaéla, 
and everyone more than ‘ contento”’ with Signor Scorti as 
the ‘‘ Toréador.”’ 7 

Saturday, June 21.--Show me, on the lyric stage, a finer 
actor than PLayxgon. And with his deep, rich notes and 
perfect mastery of his métier, how excellent a singer! In 
his hands Mephisto is un trés bon diable up to a certain 
point, but when he does assert his authority, gardez-vous ! 

The Marguerite of Suzanne Apams is *‘ one of the best,” 
and ‘‘ regrettable incident ’’ as is the indisposition of Mme. 
CaLvE, yet this is not by any means one of the parts by 
which she herself would be remembered. M. Marécuat, quite 
a ‘‘ Tiny Tim” of a Faust by the side of Plancon-Mephisto, 


|is, like a liqueur that ladies love, not strong but sweet. 


Mlle. Mausoura as Siebel, in the garden scene, rose pluckily to 
the occasion ; and M. Sevettnac was powerful as Valentine. 

Signor Mawcryettt conducted himself and orchestra 
admirably. 

June 26.—In consequence of change of arrangements 
unfortunately made compulsory by His Masesty’s grievous 
illness, Covent Garden open to-night, but no one on stage at 
anything like their best in Lohengrin. Audience depressed. 
Madame Norpica singing sweetly and looking charming, 
dividing ‘‘ musical honours’’ with Miss Kirxsy Luyy. 
‘*Music hata charms,” but the Opera to-night is a mere 
temporary distraction from the all-absorbing topic of the 
Kino’s suffering. 





Horses “‘ stmt runninc.’’—At Drury Lane, this week sees 
the hundredth performance of Ben-Hur, which is to con- 
tinue its course as long as the horses in the chariot race have 
any ‘‘go”’ left in them. Such a success as this of Ben is 
something un-Hurd of in recent years at Old Drury. Like 
Grace at his best, Ben-Hur with one hit has “scored a 
century’’ of representations. How Avucustus DrurioLaNnus 
Imperator would have rejoiced ! 





A correspoNvENT from Ahmedabad sends us the following 
local information taken from an Indian journal :— 


“ After 114 degrees of heat a dustorm (sic), accompanied 
by thunder, cccurred here at 12.30 p.m., and it rained for 
fifteen minutes. Several trees were uprooted. This has 
lowered the temperature greatly.” 


Mr. Punch sincerely hopes that, should this meet the eye 
of the ruthless Rt. Hon. Aretas Axkers-Doucias, First Com- 
missioner of Works, he will not, in the event of a heat-wave, 
make cooling experiments in this direction on such remnants 
of the Green Park as are left over from the widening of 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE Drary oF Topsy, M.P. 


House ef Commons, Monday, June 23. 
—With C.-B.’s kind permission I’ve 
been week-ending in Belgium. Just 
back from Bruges, where in the Market 
Place stands the belfry old and brown. 
Thrice consumed and thrice rebuilded, 
still it watches o’er the town. Went 
to see Exhibition of the works of early 
Flamand painters. A rare collection, in 
number unique. In all there are some 
three hundred pictures, dating from the 
time of Metcuior Broepertam, in 1398, 
up to Pierre Brurcet le Vieux, who 
flourished about 1568. Here are nearly 
all the famous specimens of the early 
schools of painting of Bruges, Ghent, 
Brussels, Louvain and Antwerp. Never 
before were so many of the master- 
pieces of Hans Memuine sheltered under 
one roof. Among them is the ‘‘ Chasse 
de Sainte Ursule,” precious beyond 
its weight in gold. Of paintings large 
and small, portraits and pious pictures, 
there are from the Master’s hand no 
fewer than sixty-five. 

A spectacle not to be missed. Has, 
moreover, advantage of being close at 
hand. Leave Victoria at 9.30 in the 
morning ; cross to Ostend by the fine 
steamers of the Belgian State Railway 
and Mail Packet Service; whisked in 
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** And how’s the Member for Sark ?’’ 
(Toby, M.P. and H.M. the King of the Belgians.) 


A MIDSUMMER-KNIGHTS’ 
(Some Parliamentary recipients of Coronation Honours. ) 
Srr W. Att-n, Sir G-LB-ntT P-RK-R, SrR AtFrR-D Ta--s, Sir J-s-pH L-wR-NcE. 


twenty-five minutes along the lowlands 
that lie between Ostend and Bruges. 
You may take a turn round the Hotel 
du Conseil Provincial, see the pictures 
before dinner, return to spend a morn- 
ing amongst them, back in London for 
dinner if you please. 

Had the honour of meeting the King 
of the BeLatans, and the privilege of being 
personally conducted by His Masesty 
through the second section of the Exhi- 
bition, shown in the old Grunthuuse. 
Here are tapestries rich and rare, vest- 
ments of priests which make one almost 
in love with long sermons, as promising 
opportunity of fuller study of exquisite 
designs, infinite beauty of softened tints. 

“And how ’s the Member ror Sark?” 
asked His Mayesty; ‘‘ why didn’t he 


|come with you ?”’ 


Explained that this is his day for 
duty at the House at 2.30. 

** Ah,” said the Kiva, a shade of dis- 
appointment crossing his kindly coun- 
tenance, ‘that is unfortunate. I read 
my Punch every week ; have done so for 
more years than I like to recall. Would 
like to have had a little conversation 
with Monsieur Sark. He is like your 
song. How does it go? ‘ But though 
I hear thee in my dreams, Thy face I 
never see.’ Yes, I like Punch; it has 
l’esprit, and you know you have not in 
English a word that translates that.”’ 





Pleasant to hear His 


‘with bunting, later filled with a jubilant 


| prayer-time. 
Masesty talke filled. 





DREAM. 


about England. Lives and _ works 
among his own people; goes out and 
about almost as an ordinary burgher ; a 
kind smile for all, a friendly word to 
any who come in contact with him. 
But for the little island across the sea 
that tumbles on the magnificent barrier 
of Ostend His Masesty cherishes deep 
affection, profound admiration. 

Pleasant to watch his tall figure, head 
and shoulders above the crowd packed 
in the Exhibition, and see face lighting 
up with kindly smile as his regard falls 
upon an acquaintance. Been some talk 
of late of trouble in Belgium. No 
trace of it in Bruges, where the people 
throng the streets to see the Kina come 
and go, welcoming and speeding His 
Majesty with hearty cheer. Business 
done.—Education Bill in Committee. 

Tuesday. — Principal business ap- 
pointed for to-day Motion for adjourn- 
ment over Coronation festivities. The 
morning sun broke over London, gay 





crowd hurrying on to wind up work in 
order to make holiday for the crowning 
of the Kine. At noontide the darkness 
of night suddenly fell, and the rejoicing 
city was, at a stroke, transformed into 
a multitude of mourners. 

At two o'clock on ordinary days the 
Chaplain has a sparse congregation at 
To-day all the benches 
A murmur of sad-toned conversa- | 
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tion floated through the Chamber; a 
hush fell upon it when Prince ARTHUR 


With one accord Members 
and bent forward eagerly 


in his hand. 
uncovered 


listening for the confirmation of the 
news that had fallen like a blight on 
bustling London. 

After pluckily fighting against agonis- 
ing disease, insistent at any personal 
cost on keeping his tryst with his 
people in the streets of London and at 
Westminster Abbey, the Kine has fallen 
by the way. Already a surgical opera- 
tion has been performed. 

This was Prixce Artaur’s news, the 
silence broken by a cheer when he 
added that the surgeons had done their 
work successfully, ‘‘ His Masesty going 
on as well as possible.” Not much 
this, but it might have been worse. 
Nothing more to be said nor anything 
to be done, but to get on with the work 
of the nation. Accordingly, in wholly 
altered circumstances, under a cloud of 
unspeakable sorrow, the indomitable 
Britisher in Parliament assembled took 
up the Education Bill, and for the rest 
of the sitting discussed it as methodi- 
cally and thoroughly as if nothing 
particular had happened. 

All the same under this stoical nature, 
incomprehensible to some of our visitors 
from foreign parts, there lay sharp 
abiding anxiety, leaping to the front 
when on the suspension of the sitting, 
and again on the adjournment at mid- 





was seen standing at the table, a paper | 


‘night, Prixce Arruur read the latest 
bulletin from Buckingham Palace. 
Business done.—News of the Kixe’s 
sudden illness breaks in on the din of 
busy hammers closing rivets up, giving 





‘* ONE OF THE MIGHTIEST FACTORS YET INTRODUCED INTO CENTRAL AFRICA.” 
(Sir H-rry J-hnst-n, K.C.B.) 


note of final preparation for the pageant 
of the Coronation. 

Friday.—As usual on Friday small 
attendance : close study of Bradshaw by 
week-enders. Quant 4 moi, I settle down 
in Library to read Harry Jouyston’s 
Uganda Protectorate, just published by 
Hutcuinson in two massive handsome 
volumes. The erudition would be 
appalling but for its lucidity. Meteoro- 
logy, geology, anthropology, mineralogy, 
botany, all come easy to the author. 
In addition he is a linguist, and, as the 
walls of the Royal Academy have from 
time to time testified, a painter of high 
merit. These gifts are concentrated 
upon production of one of the most 
comprehensive and importaat works of 
modern times. 

Three years ago Sir Harry (the diminu- 
tive seems frivolous in presence of his 
monumental work) went out to Uganda 
as Special Commissioner. Succeeded in 
ratifying a Protectorate that practically 
adds to the British Empire a trifle of 
150,000 square miles. Within that 
border are found nearly all the wonders, 
most of the extremes, the most signal 
beauties, and some of the horrors of 
the Dark Continent. Portions of the 





land enjoy the healthiest climate in 
tropical Africa. Others are deadly in 


|ways of dying.” 
| “Ls 
enough for him. 





their insalubrity. Uganda has the 
broadest tableland and the widest 
marsh, the loftiest snow-peak, the 
largest lake, the biggest extinct vol- 
cano, the highest average heat in Africa 
and 100 square miles of perpetual snow, 
not to mention an earth-worm as large 
as a snake, in colour a brilliant blue. 
Thunderstorms of high quality are 
another natural growth. Sir Harry, 
with the pardonable pride of an explorer, 
jubilantly mentions that ‘‘ the thunder- 
storm presents to you four possible 
SaRK says one is 


For some years we have heard a good 
deal in Committee of Supply about the 
Uganda Railway. Here is Sir Harry’s 


| testimony: “It will prove one of the 
|mightiest factors yet introduced into 


Central Africa for the transformation of 
a land of complete barbarism into one 
at any rate attaining the civilisation of 
settled India.” 

Not quite certain which is the more 
phenomenal work of creation—Uganda 
or Sir Harry Jonnstox. Concatenation 
of circumstance makes a fascinating 
book. Nearly every page illustrated 
with black-and-white pictures of man 
and beast, or reproductions of paintings 
from the author’s brush. 

Business done.—Licensing Bill in 
Committee. 





SIC ITUR AD ASTRA. 


[“‘ No doubt the unstarred question is useful for 
members who simply want to extract information 
of no immediate public interest from the depart- 
ments,” —Daily Paper.) 

Lo! we are those who, day by day, 

Make it our laudable ambition, 

By countless questions to display 

Our energy and erudition. 


To us whose aim it is to search 
For methods of self-advertising, 
The war, the parish-pump, the church 
Avail alike for catechising. 


Though printed answers haply are 
Sufficient for the servile Tory, 

We scornfully our questions star 
To add fresh lustre to our glory. 


And harassed Ministers in vain 
Strive in official dust to smother 
Our points, for up we pop again, 
Since one good question breeds an- 
other. 


Thus, thrusting modesty aside, 
With notes of loud interrogation, 

Those harmless idiots we deride 
Who only ask for information. 


Alix (aged five, to parent who has 
been trying to inspire her with loyal 
sentiments). And was the QuEEN weally 
named after me ? 
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66 UT how do they propose to run the Government without your services?”’ asked the War-and-Peace- 
Maker, after a hearty exchange of military salutes with the Bouverie King of Arms. 

“‘They do not,” replied Mr. Ponca. ‘‘ The bird-like ubiquity which was ever one of my most salient 
features has been greatly enhanced by the purchase of the most recent type of Auto-Marconibile. Only yesterday 
I was myself arranging the details of my Overflow Féte in London; and here I am to-day, come to join you on 
the eve of your departure for England. There were enthusiasts, my Lord, who clamoured for your appearance in 
the Kine’s Procession when we were still anticipating that event. But I was never one of those who imagined that . 
you were likely, for the sake of immediate supine to spoil the results of your — labours, just when you 
were most needed to give them the finishing touches. And the few silly people, chiefly makers of headlines, who 
thought you likely to hurry home for this purpose, must have understood your value and the nature of your work 
pretty poorly. Besides, I wanted you, when you come, to have a Procession all to yourself. 

‘“*How good a turn of Peace-making you did, and how well your time has been occupied in the interval since 
that operation, is plain to the rudest intelligence in the readiness with which our late enemies have accepted your 
magnanimous conditions. You have by now practically shepherded all the outlying flock within the lion’s fold. 
I see that a rough reckoning of the forces that at one time or another have been engaged against you brings their 
numbers up to some seventy or eighty thousand. These are what the Continental Press has agreed to describe as 
the mere ‘‘ handful of farmers”’ that has had to withstand the full shock of the British Empire. In point of fact, 
they amount to at least half as many again as our original fifty thousand absent-minded horse and foot going to 
Table Bay. I say this with no desire to under-rate their prodigious pluck and cleverness, but rather in recognition 
of the greatness of the task that you have brought to so happy a conclusion. But Peace, or the making of Peace— 
for we have yet to prove it, though for myself I entertain no apprehensions as to its complete success—Peace, in 
your case, has had its victories no less renowned than War. Just as we recognise the astonishing patience which 
sg sapper instinct has shown in the steady chaining off of so vast a tract of territory—a patience which is no 
ess genius because it does not contain the showy elements that appeal to the popular imagination—so we recognise 
also the high qualities you have exhibited in that diplomacy for which your energy in the field was the necessary 
preparation. Those of us who remembered your part in the affair of Fashoda were never doubtful of the issue of 
a conference in which your tact should have full play. We understand, too, that you displayed in the Peace 
discussion a pretty turn for humour, a quality most desirable even in the highest ranks of the service. 
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‘Well, my Lord, we are very conscious of our obligations to you; and I, for one, while fully appreciating 
the services rendered by the Earl Boss at a crucial point in the campaign, would be inclined to place yours, 
rendered, as they mainly were, after the war ‘‘ was practically finished,’ at as high a value as his, so far as 
the Nation's testimonial can represent such service. But you are still young, and your work but just begun. 
India has need of you: though we rather grudge her those gifts for organisation which are so badly needed in 
Pall Mall. 

‘Meanwhile, do not imagine that we have been idle at home. Reform is in the air. By our new 
system of military education, the cadet is to be taught to place the practice of War above even that of Polo: and 
the cavalry-officer to hold the correct art of letter-writing in higher regard than the more obvious claims of 
the regimental drag. Further, we have already adopted a new Teutonic service-cap something like a depressed 
soufié. We have devised a new Infantry Drill. We stand at ease now on two legs instead of one. We turn 
right, left and about by pirouetting on one heel and one toe, without moving the foot back. There is a gain 
here in point of picturesqueness as well as instability. We have abandoned the practice of shouldering arms, and 
now do everything at or from the slope. Under the new scheme, when carrying arms, our sole method of saluting 
is to stare in the direction of the object of our veneration. Thus, when a nicely-bred private of the Inns of Court 
Volunteers (for example) is introduced, under arms, to a Peeress, let us say, of civilian instincts, this method of salute 
is apt to be misunderstood. How far the new practice has been derived from the methods of recognition employed 
in the case of Kaffir women I can only conjecture, but I have said enough to show that the lessons of the War 
are not going to be wasted if the Authorities at home can help it. 

‘“And now, my Lord, for I have not come all this way merely to boast of the advances we are making in 
military reform, let me once more sincerely compliment you on the success which has attended your work both in 
the field and the debating-hall ; and in view, particularly, of the reputation you have established for humour in your 
treatment of delegate questions, permit me to present you with a masterpiece of my own in this kind; a work, 
moreover, in which you will find the phases of the last chapter of your exploits presented with unfailing discern- 
ment, appreciation, and bonne camaraderie ; I refer, shortly, to that fund of good fellowship and acumen, my 


“One Hundred and Choenty-Second Volume.” 
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